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/First in a series of articles by 945% zold Lorentz,on his 
experiences with the 1st Po11sh hen aig: Divi rough France, Bel- 
gium and Holland up to the time he was undod, The Se ae sionca 
after action in France, is at present on conwalescent leave in Scotland/, 


/Swiatpol/ I was hit on the 5181 of October,1944 at the Mark Canal 
in Holland which marks a bloody battle for-our division equal to the 
terrible closing of the us " Palatse e gap" at Chamboiss 

The Polish Lst Armoured Division has a brigade of infan- 
try, the 8th Rifle Battalion of which is my unit. There I grew up from 
rookie days, when the battalion was creatod and trained in Scotland, And 
it’s about the 8th Rifle Battalion we shall write, and. the crimson, fiery 
path the Polish soldiers forced and hanmersd-out from Caen, France to 


the Maas in Holland, 

That st of none was a had day from the start. We 
‘erp: the outskirts of Beek o/s just north of Breda/ at dawn. The 
path of my Dlatoon wes along a nor nd road, with orders to make a 
bridgehead across the Mark Canal. 

ee ne Alone in our great-=coats,the march and forcing 
the German from his shallow holes in the. earth very soon made the cola 
wind a myth, Our liter pounded his positions up ahead of us. "Swish s 

swish" went our shells.ovsrhead to explode fisrcely on Jerry outposts, 

But the Boche was not Silent, Ris * and tonk-=guns fought our: tanks. 
His deadly artillery aid mortars, kept up an incessant, deadly barrage 
along “the road we must travel. 

Not a bac or ahelter in that tliat: country. You can’t’ dig 
a decent trench in water-102 i, Livanda and one of its thousands of ca- 
nals ran slogs ishly alongsid ır. road.We of the 2nd, Company, to the 
left of the high ee eG ia forward in that small canal-Tt was our 
only cover and A oo. Whenever a German shell whined its warning, eve:. 
ry man-Jack of us feel face down in that cold and dirty water.If the 
scene were now desp arate ly VOICE ent bo comedy as you looked 
ahead and behind you, 

Soldiers, crouching or lying in the water till the shell 
hit cl their rifles and machine guns above the water, retai- 
ning a un ee of deyness.And if the grenade found its way into the 

canal / tho’ usually on the road above or the ficlds,to our left/ you 
passed the dond or dying as you pushed on, sometimes. to see a. carbine 
slowly sink into the water beside its comrade. 

A halt is called and I can remember my sweating, cursing 
self, taking what lit tLe shelter one could behind a clump of willows, 
checking over the state of my worn platoon, Two: lads out of the fight al- 
ready. Then, feverish ir E ee the enbenkment, carving out a pla- 
ce to sit in after several minutes y. but Seth still in that cold canal. 
Hours had gone bs Lou tired poar Was oblivious to the gnawing in your 
stomach, 

Down the line comes the word " N gd A when the reason 
for the halt is apparent. lo to this point only his shells could harass 
us but now came a point open to Tampere in and Hire fire, This called for 
a quick spurt across the road, one av a time, aad quick as Lightning. 
Those who weren‘t quick cnough,cot it from the snipers who covered tha 


road. 


Wy platoon next. Quick, ,terse orders to the lads : tone ata 


A ey 


time. now. (OLoOUGH,:. LEN POLICIA QON Prone ena spurt. with all 


you’ ve gote., Avery one of them majo I%,Forward again, now to the right 
of the road,A similar ditan here but ene could walk on a tiny strip of 
land alongside 1%, 


oie 


Onward, the shells ever whining overhead, Some kind of instinct 
forces you flat on your face with each shell that warns you it. will 
crash nearby.So it was when I lost Zymka, my radio-man, 

On a tiny stretch of open land,the whine of a shell shrieked 
Noovarı!t, Just ahead of us was an uprooted tres and the hollow its roots 
had'left.I: reached it Tirst, Zymka after me,but a second too late Tor 
his torn body upon me. Tt takes only a second to know he is gone, 
Hurriendly unstrap th 38=sc4 from the lifeless lad and shout a name. 
Another boy crawis ne the haven end becomes the platoon radio voice, 
On again. 

A bare hundred yerds to the Mark Canal now. Already. the 4th Coy is 
on the other side. In just 2 Con MAILER we will be crossing. These are 
my thoughts in that nois Hetil tch confusion when 1%. struck. Soldiers 
always say “You never hear tno’ om that gets you", It’s trus,to0» 

An instant before A sharp pain tore into my back, right arm muscle, 
and a severe concussion lope ced me roughly to the ground; T saw a-burss 
black smoke ahead and to the right but a few feet away. "Mortar gro- 
nade. . .Never heard it..." I curse. I wanted to get up and go on,thin- 
kine I was: lucky as hell,A few steps made me realise I-wasn*t crossing 

the Mark Canal that day. 

By this time my faithful boy, hit with the same shell over his 
heart and in the facc, was nae Loudly Wo SanitariusZ,.. SanitariuszZ... 
Pan porucznik- ranny.» e rann yi eof MS O Or de Atte’. ‚Medico, „Medico tiy 
axcited, he was exposing him: elf and 1. expected him to get a full dose 
any minute." Shut Ue ss Shut Upes Lie down... Flat! Damn you...or 1“11 shoot 
your damned brains out 11, I swore and shouted for my adjutant, a ca- 
det officer, “to hurry up. They passed the word down the line and in a 
moment he was lying beside me, 

"You know our orders. Take tne platoon’ across. „Can't. make it...’ 

Tt was an effort not to just pass out there and then; but I wat- 
ched my good lads pass by,bitter that I could not go on with them. Sti- 
fle the bitterness’ by cursing one or two of them for not taking adVan- 
tage or every SOTEW,Or P OMORI NE else. 

And they were gone ~= on to cross the, Mark, I and my o are alone, 
The situation is 511 ¿no way to get the wounded out, shells keep on 
pounding us, no. cove Desperation seizes me.Mad thoughts race. through 
my mind like a trapped animal’s "How to get out of here ? How to get out 
of here now ?*, 

x x X 


DIARY OF-A POLISH SOLDIER /2/ 

/Sceond in a series of articles by ¿nd Lt. Leopold Lorentz, on his 
experiences with. the lst I sh Ammoured Division through France, Belgium 
and Holland.up to the time he was wounded. The writer, commissioned after 
action in France, is au prese on convalescent leave in Scotland/, 


/Swiatpol/ 

It was the 51st of October, 1944 and our 8th Rifle Battalion was 
crossing the Mark Canal in Hollard. About 4- PM, I and my faithful boy wers 
put out’ of battle by Jerry mortar shrapnel, 6 has just ordered my platoon 
on in charge of. the adjutant.We were alone with the dead. and dying. 

+t t t+ ob + 


E struggle back a few yards to a slit trench,one of a very few 
good ones Jerry had made’ above on. the narrow strip alongside the road, 
Holland was not made the invantry, Talling into 4t,1 shout at our 
artillery observer, “Corporal,.. corpora . eHit...Wounded...Help me off 
with these things, ..i! 

Unbuckle 
German map-case fall to the eh picor. With. my Aa un Die 
TOJAN Ansceriped on. \rs.nanale, tune Corporat. cuts the, sleeve off: my 2 
and shirt. A sheik Be Auck instinctively. My bare arm rubs agi 
the rough side os prencn end E wince, cursins,after the det 
to» ses the: diry ly But. ne mañages to bandage the arm quick: 
crudely. A 

Meanwhile .my tad. produces anothe emergency bandage, The corporal 
hurriedly places it over the wound in my back, winds the gauze about 
my waist and Soy m EEE 1 stad VAGO aad sin sure my .Tace has been b18- 
eding, He tells mo” thoyes fs 07 Wark On 1%. Must be. the concussion, 


Da 

T am still deaf; the explosion rings yet in my cars.Bub 1 am ban- 
daged and can take stock of the situation. 

First, 1 order my boy away.Point to the shell hole "our" grenade 
has made. Curse him again and.tell him to wait for the first medical 
orderly: and to lie still, 

I struggle into my coat again 
the pressure will stop the flow of 

T am oblivious to the cries of the. dying. This is the end.of the 
third math;,not. the Tirst -day anymore. 

The "eorporal'is:&at 34 in,peering through: binoculars, scar- 
ehing for targets to relay to. our gunas. We: duck cach time another shell 
whines terribly elose DI 

The wounds begin t Aker Tite ONEA AE Ju desperate and 
boiling med at the Hun Walt “DOG uba } nN’ te You “think 
of all. the times through Prence and Belcium you fot out of tight scrapes 
and wonder and hope and pray that youll get out of this i E 
YOU “are. too Linea and hunery and axe and wet. to give; a dann, 

it is late afternoon now. Not a vehicle dare come on this road, high 
in this. flat country and und O guns. tow to get ous, of 
here ? Out of the question: ab: sont. Not a medico. around.Not.a jeep 
op vehicle of any sort. can. come take out ‘the wounded. 

You begin to feel dizzy end faint, thinking you’re about done when 
a ereat Canadian engineer-truck whizzes past. What ! A truck on thi 
Two Canucks bringing more: collapsible boats. Jerry. cot a couple of 
directly into the Mark at that. point, What a mess it is.now,. More 
must be had to got. across... That*s why the Canucks are here, 

But how to get out and to a doctor is the question and you 
and.dizzy. +. and terribly tired, os 

K x 


Y OP A PO: SOLDIER /3/. 

Nero hy aS eres An Ge A v end Lt. Leopold Lorentz, with the 8th 
Rifle Battalion of Asiana Ho, PMO UP O isa on his experiences 
through France and Belg! cs B u of. the Mark Canal. in 
Holland, the writer is et present on convalescent Leave in Scotland, / 


/Swiatpol/ 

Wounded that 318t-0f. October by German mortar shrapnel; I was faint 
anded Ay in the siát trench with our artillery observer who had banda- 
ged me Giving- oyver- command of my infantry platoon to.the adjutant I wat-- 
ched them pass on=<to-cross thé Mark Canal. Me dead and dying were grotes- 
quely. sprawled all about. My boy, woudcd with the same mortar grenade 
that got me wasin a nearbiy.shell=höle,N0t:a vehicle: dare come on that 
terribie road From Breds, under Jerry. Fire, and ¡about the. highest bit of 
Land in. that vicinity. Borinnine to: Leol- tho pain, weak Erom loss, of 
blood .- wondering how to. get out of that hell to a:doctor = knowing I 
couldn’t move far ¿ made me desperate... 

FE RHE HE b+ 


That was the situatio 


n 
along to the very edge of the awful Mark, Two Canucks threw down more col- 
lapsible boats for the infantry, turned the truck about and were starting 
back when sudden inspiration struck : " Hey,fellas! Stop a second...a 


second! Wounded... ! 
Thank God ! The great lorry. braked to a halt and the brave Lads 


1 when a huge Canadian sapper-truck sped 


hopped out.With a great effort, 1 strugeicd out of that trench, shouting 
to my boy to come on,They helped me aboard.No place to sit ‘down as io WBS 
only a framework affair, sort of forming shelvos for the boats. Twisted 
“my arms about a bar of stesl,hanging on for dear tife, and away we Spod, 
In nervous foar, I cursed the boy ti Kecp low, Low as you can, dami lese; 
erself: trombling, hugging the onl Be 
“shrapnel “pinged” off the steel framework, 
Tt was with mixed emotions I watched that horrible 
my eyes.First,gratitude that God he sent the Canadians st om 
then respect for the lads risking the Lives to stop on that dreaded, 
open road, I thanked God and over again that Jerry aid not got our, 
Ponce, hoping that we Wwouió Sesto MAG 0P: exploding all about us. Boi- 
na at ne ua, no Sorrias rice, thc pela more and MOTO Osoan ne 
Parsing: ali the E yO aa i managet tesbly to shake a fis 


5 ; nee Sa ERBE 
y shelter, a spare tire,while bits of 


EAR 


in their direction and shout “1+11 be back. 111l- be back! " 

By a miracle, nothing touched Use Gradually fewer and 
fewer shells the san out of range, Wes, ON o a bit. One of the Canucks 
pokes a head out of the window to 1 7 ORs a 
work, fellas" Eventually we reac 
the lines. An M.O.helps me down. T can e 
Really great of you.. The brave Canadians wave en end drive 
ort. 

Stripped of ay grimy, bloody clothes, my wounds are 
cleansed. He hands me e Snor Oc mis: GOU LE; na ral y stand. "DOC». 
Doc,» better. grive mo: Some nine, Even holding out on nerves, I guesse. 
Hurts: Like hell now..." Morpuina: Wounds bandaged, dressed in a pair 
of pajamas; I was soon on. avyvatchon and in an ambulance, smoking 
the first cigaret in 20053 

Morphine kill the pain asi speed southwards, the din 
of battle graduall y fading. away: In Bre sda I am carried en at a Po- 
TASAS epot for wounded. One of our med 1icos busy sorting us out ag 
we come in. He sorawls something on the card fastened to my stret- 
cher and I find myself ev once in another ambulance, Southward again, 
To Turnhout in Bevel um now, a long ride to a British hospital. 
Wounds redressed by an En: “ish captain and. more notes on my card- 

Yet another ambulance, my Poy still with me all this me. We smoked 
incessantly, not talking much. On to Antwerp, arr a about 10*PM 
at a Canadian Hospital, A great waiting room i ith Polish, 
English,Scots, Canadian and American wounded. taken to.a 


e 
de 
pe 

i 


waiting ward, my boy somewhere else. Never En Se gain. 
Terribly ravenous, T was told L sat nothing till 
after the operation, which was ‘constantly a of ff, Bach time my 
turn for the "theater" came up; more serious cases, amputations and 
such, came in. This I waited all through that night, interrupted 
regula riy by a gentle and efficient Canadia an nurse again injecting 
penicillin or something else. And: so it dragged on till 10 the 
1 
L 


next morn when I was  finall; wheeled into the "th ater", 

Woke up about 3 that afternoon, in a different ward. 
Tverything kind of HAZY » Someone asks how I am. "Ok «Do T cab. now?" 
The orderly replied "Yep. In about 20 minutes, sone." 

Looking ok, I see lads in warious conditions.Realise 
how very fortunate I am to be in one picce and thank God again. Am 
fascinated by the Canadian male orderlies and the nurses. Surprised 
at how really gently they work and yet they must have Bandled tho- 

sands of us. 16 1s something {will never forget and something I 
oe truly met again, that most extraordinary gentle Papati a ena 
understanding of battered and bitter boys at that Canadian hospi 
tal in Antwerp. 

At that time, Antwerp was ä V2 rocket 
bombs one every three hours. T remember How, Sl and although 
all would carry on with their routine; there was € “pushed expectancy 
until that great detonation, sometimes far off, sometimes nearer, 
The same at 7 and 11 etc. 

And I won't forget the German vac Mann" across from me 
who could not restrain himself and had to laugh loudly after each 
V2 struck. The good Canadian VO. was disgusted and said to us "Way 
you fellows ever bring in stuff. like this is beyond me. We can't do 
anything to him now. Out. there is the place to finish him off". 

And right he was. 

Fitful sleep throughout the night, though the nurses, 
wonderful women, awakened you gently for the eve riasting injecyions. 
The next morn, 8:15 on the dot found me in an ambula ance bound for 
airport. There were 18 of us in the Dakota which took,of gracefully 
at 10:15. By 12:40 we were in England- and later I was in quiet 
Dartmouth Ward of the Royal Hospital in Nolverhampton, Staffordshire» 

Life begins ina English hospitals.coe 


Leopold Lorentz. 
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